
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


All the Things I’ve Felt:

Poems That Move and Transform


A Publication of

Minds In Design



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Introduction


[image: ]




Every life is a collection of moments; some loud, some quiet, some that leave us breathless, and others that leave us shattered. This book is a map of those moments, a guide through the heart’s hidden corridors and the spaces between thought and feeling.

Within these pages, you will find beginnings that shimmer with wonder, loves that bind and break, sorrows that wound and lessons that heal, and flights of imagination that take you far beyond the ordinary. Some poems roar. Some whisper. Some linger long after the last line is read.

This is not merely a collection of words; it is a journey through what it means to be alive, to feel, to falter, to rise, and to wonder once more. Each section is a doorway, each poem a step, and together they trace the map of a soul exploring its own depths.

Read slowly, or read fast - wander, linger, return. These poems are here for you, waiting to meet you wherever your heart is today.

Every road teaches you something.

Even if it only shows you how far you shouldn’t go.




-  Makitia Thompson
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Part One: Wonder in Beginnings
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Every journey starts in quiet amazement. In these first steps, the world is wide and endless, filled with questions that have no answers and answers that lead to more questions. Here is the awe of newness; the unsteady joy of discovering yourself, the trembling wonder of seeing the world for the first time, even when you’ve been standing in it all along. These poems are the sparks that remind us: before anything else, we were dreamers.

Some days, I’m almost free

Some days,

I forget to flinch when the phone rings.

I speak without rehearsing.

I walk into a room

without scanning for exits.

Some days,

the past stays quiet.

Grief doesn’t grab me by the throat.

The weight of everything I never said

feels less like chains

and more like fog-

still there,

but passable.

I smile without guilt.

Laugh without choking on memory.

I wear clothes that hug me

instead of hiding me.

I let someone hold my hand

and I don’t pull away

like I’m burning.

I think,

this must be what healing feels like.

Not loud.

Not triumphant.

Just possible.

Just present.

Some days,

I don’t carry every version of myself

like a burden.

I let the girl who survived rest,

just for a while.

I let the woman I’m becoming

breathe.

It’s not every day.

There are still storms

where the wind sounds like doubt,

where I forget how far I’ve come,

where I still ache

for what didn’t happen,

what should have,

what never could.

But some days, I’m almost free.

And on those days, I try to remember-

even almost 

is a kind of arrival.

I Named The Ghost Regret

I named the ghost Regret.

Not because she scared me,

but because she stayed.

Long after the others left,

she pulled up a chair beside my bed

and whispered things I already knew.

You shouldn't have said that.

You shouldn't have stayed.

You shouldn't have loved them

that way.

She isn't cruel, not exactly.

More like familiar.

Like a photograph that ages badly

but you still can’t throw away.

She traces my old wounds

like they’re sacred.

Rewinds conversations

to the places I faltered.

She holds up the mirror, not to punish me,

but to remind me

of every version of myself

I wish I could erase.

And maybe I let her stay

because part of me believes

I deserve the company.

That reckoning is the rent

we pay for poor choices.

But some nights, I argue back.

I tell her

I did what I could

with the heart I had.

That I was young.

That I was afraid.

That healing is messy,

and love doesn’t come with blueprints.

She doesn’t leave.

But she quiets.

And I learn to live

with her presence-

not as punishment, but as proof

that I cared deeply enough

to wish I’d done better.

Some ghosts don’t need exorcising.

They just need naming.

And forgiveness.

Even if it’s only your own.

Slow Sunset

It tasted like bubblegum.

Melting just by touch.

The entire thing was wonderful, that taste was marvelous

But it didn’t last forever, so I had to find another.

One more thrilling ride

It was indeed a thrill, feeling like a beautiful lifetime-

I got a little dizzy along the way

Round and round, for a blissful few moments,

ultimately once again it had to end.

Leaving me in search for more, hoping to find it once again

It wasn’t the same-but it gave me a small thrill

So red, plump and they glistened 

Even without any light, they were addictive, instantly 

I was completely hooked-

Not looking to let go anytime soon

Each time I went in search for something else

Somehow it gets better than the last

A real joy ride.

The red shined, the brown was smooth like silk,

it tasted like sugar-

Sweet and pure like honey.

Everything was so joyous, I’ve gone back for more

Too many times to count

Overindulging couldn’t describe what I’ve done-

I couldn’t care less, happiness isn’t always handed to you.

Sometimes you’re not lucky enough to find it

So I’ll take it however it may come

Whenever it finds me; whether as sugar, honey or bubblegum.

As long as it’s thrilling, these days I’ll never forget-

it’ll run wild through my mind for ages.

I can’t think of an experience to top this

Not even another life could be greater, I’ve truly had a time

An exhilarating adventure, a monumental occasion

One made for movies.

Why be Here?

No one tells you

how quiet it feels

to want to disappear.

It’s not always violent.

Sometimes it’s just a whisper-

a longing to not exist,

to not be chosen

by this body,

this life,

this relentless ache.

I didn’t want to die.

I just wanted to stop

hurting all the time.

To be unseen.

Unfelt.

Unburdened.

I got good at pretending.

At laughing on cue.

At functioning

like nothing inside me

was unraveling.

But behind every smile

was a question

I didn’t know how to ask:

What if I’m not okay?

And what if that’s not something

I can fix alone?

​The Question of Breath 

Why am I here-

to breathe, to ache, to stumble

through the labyrinth of days

that end the same way they begin?

Sometimes I wonder

if existence is merely repetition-

waking, eating, striving, breaking,

all written into a cycle

that no hand can erase.

The stars burn their scripts into the sky,

and still I ask:

Do they weep for the same reasons we do?

Do they tire of their endless roles?

Life is a question that never answers back.

It leaves me with echoes instead,

the sound of my own voice

ricocheting through caverns of doubt.

I want to believe there is purpose

in this breath,

in this heart that refuses to still,

in these hands that keep reaching.

Yet purpose feels fragile,

a glass I clutch too tightly,

afraid it will shatter

before I ever learn

what it was meant to hold.

So I keep walking through the questions,

not because I believe they’ll end,

but because the asking itself

is what keeps me alive.

​The Rooms I Cannot Reenter 

There are years missing from me-

not gone, not erased,

but sealed behind doors

I can no longer open.

The past lingers like dust in those rooms,

and if I could breathe it in again,

I know it would choke me.

Still, I wander back in my mind,

press my palms to those locked handles,

wonder what would happen

if I forced them wide,

if I stepped barefoot

into all I left behind.

The past is both a teacher

and a thief.

It gave me lessons

I never asked to learn,

then stole the innocence

I never thought to guard.

The lost years stretch behind me,

not in memory,

but in shadows that lengthen

every time I look back.

Perhaps the truth is this:

I cannot reenter those rooms

because they no longer belong to me.

The person who lived there is gone,

her laughter dissolved,

her mistakes fossilized.

I am only the ghost

who visits now and then,

longing for a place

I can never truly return to.

​The Gift of What Slipped Away 

I spent so long grieving

what I did not have,

that I forgot to thank the silence

for sparing me its noise.

The lost years ache,

they sit like stones in my chest,

reminders of doors unopened,

roads unwalked,

moments that vanished

before I could breathe them in.

Yet somewhere inside the ache,

I feel gratitude bloom-

soft, small,

a fragile light that says:

perhaps I survived

because I was meant to lose them.

Perhaps time took mercy on me

by stealing what would have broken me sooner.

The past is not a map,

but a mirror.

I see all that could have been

and all that never was,

and though sorrow whispers

of years wasted,

gratitude speaks louder,

reminding me that even in absence,

life was carrying me forward,

even when I thought I had stopped.

Maybe the lost years

were not lost at all.

Maybe they were the soil

from which my present gratitude

was meant to grow.

​The Quiet Offering 

Gratitude does not come to me

in loud parades or celebrations.

It arrives like morning light-

gentle, steady,

pouring warmth into the cracks

I thought would never heal.

I find it in the smallest corners:

in the breath that fills my chest

after nights I thought would end me,

in the touch of a hand

that does not let go,

in the way my body still rises each day

despite all I’ve asked it to endure.

There is a holiness in this,

not of faith,

but of simple presence.

A knowing that even grief

can stand beside gratitude,

that even loss

can carry seeds of what remains.

I once thought gratitude

was reserved for joy,

for triumph,

for the bright victories

others could see.

But now I know it belongs most

to the quiet survival,

to the unseen strength,

to the moments that never

make it into stories.

I bow my head to these small offerings.

I gather them like flowers,

fragile but real.

And in their scent I learn

that being alive is enough reason

to say thank you.

​The Chains of Yesterday 

I keep walking backward,

even when the road before me

is clear.

The past calls like a song,

a melody too familiar to ignore,

a sound that threads through my veins

and anchors me in yesterday.

I replay every choice,

every word,

every silence that cut deeper

than sound ever could.

I run my fingers over old wounds

as if touching them

will rewrite the pain,

as if my hands could undo

what has already hardened into scar.

The present waits, patient,

but I do not answer.

My eyes are fixed

on the shadows behind me,

the ghosts that hold out their arms,

promising comfort

but giving only weight.

I know I am stuck,

entangled in webs of memory,

dragging chains

that no one else can see.

And still I cling to them,

because letting go feels like betrayal,

because moving forward feels like erasure.
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